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and knew me far better even than I knew myself.   And
thus a portion of something bitter was mixed with her
love also: for she was tortured by the knowledge that
she was lacking in something that I required : and a
little shadow of sadness hung like a cloud over the
sunshine of her gaiety, and she was ever apprehensive
lest may-be   in the future some woman other than
herself  should   cross   my path,  more   exactly corre-
sponding to my model than herseli    And all the
while she blamed herself not me, and strove to make
up for her deficiency by superabundance and intensity
of  devotion and affection:   and she resembled one
repenting of a crime she had not committed, while
the real criminal stood ever, unreproved, before her
eyes.    Aye !   beyond a doubt, some crime she had
committed in a previous existence  must have been
the reason why she was joined by the deity to such
a husband as myself.   Or was it but a prank, played
by the roguish god of love, merely for his own amuse-
ment?  for certainly he loves to fill the heart with
passion for an object all unworthy of its esteem.    Nor
was there a living man except myself, who could have
found in my wife were it only the shadow of a defect.
But I was only the instrument of my own punishment,
doomed to self-originated misery, by reason   of my
parents' crime.

So, then, we lived together, enjoying a happiness that
was spotted, like a panther's skin, by the discontent